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The Greeks* deceit behold, and by one proof

Imagine all the rest.

For in the press as he unarmed stood,

With troubled chere, and Phrygian routs beset,

*Alas!' quod he, 'what earth now, or what seas

May me receive? caitiff, what rests me now?

For whom in Greece doth no abode remain.

The Trojans eke offended seek to wreak

Their heinous wrath, with shedding of my blood.*

With this regret our hearts from rancour moved.

The bruit appeased, we ask'd him of his birth,

What news he brought, what hope made him to yield.

Then he, all dread removed, thus began:
*O King, I shall, whatever me betide,
Say but the truth: ne first will me deny
A Grecian born; for though Fortune hath made
Sinon a wretch, she cannot make him false.
If ever came unto your ears the name,
NobJed by fame, of the sage Palamcde,
Whom traitorously the Greeks condemn'd to die,
Guiltless, by wrongful doom, for that he did
Dissuade the wars: whose death they now lament;
LTnderneath him my father, bare of wealth,
Into his band young, and near of his blood,
In my prime years unto the war me sent.
While that by fate his state in stay did stand,
And when his realm did flourish by advice,
Of glory, then, we bare some fame and bruit.
But since his death by false Ulysses' sleight,
(I speak of things to all men well beknown)
A dreary life in doleful plaint I led,
Repining at my guiltless friend's mischance.
Ne could I, fool, refrain my tongue from threats,
That if my chance were ever to return
Victor to Arge, to follow my revenge.
With such sharp words procured I great hate*
Here sprang my harm.    Ulysses ever sith
With new found crimes began me to affray.
In common ears false rumours gan he sow:
Weapons of wreak his guilty mind gan seek.

Ne rested aye till he by Calchas mean-----

But whereunto these thankless tales in vain
Do I rehearse, and linger forth the time,
In like estate if all the Greeks ye price?
It is enough ye here rid me at once.
Ulysses, Lord 1 how he would this rejoice 1